68                                 IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
Alas! from. my youth upward I have always been liable to these paroxysms.
Mary:   -For shame!   I do not understand a single word of what * you are saying.   Again I ask you, and I insist upon an answer, whither are you conducting me?
Bothwett. To freedom, to safety, to the protection of a dutiful subject> to the burning heart of a gallant man.
Mary. I am frightened out of my senses at the mere mention of "any such things. What can you possibly mean? I never knew the like. I will not hear of it, you rebel ! And you dare already . .
BothwelL   Do   you   look   so   sternly   on   me,    when   you yourself have reduced me to this extremity?    And now, - worse! worse !   do  you   deprive  me  of  the  last  breath,   by  turning- " away from  me those  eyes,   the  bright unerring stars  of my destiny?
Mary. If they had any power (but they have none!) I would strike you almost dead with them for that audacity? Again? 0 madman! madman! madman!
Bothweti.   To mistake the lips for the hand! hallucination!
Mary.   Now if you should (and you must!) be overtaken!
BothwelL   You would deliver me up to death and ignominy?
Mary.   Our pure religion teaches us forgiveness.
BbthweU.
-                Then by my troth, is it pure and bright
As a pewter plate on a Saturday night.
Here is a stave of my own to its honour, and glory.
Mary.   You sing too?
BottiweU.   Yes ; but I am no tenor.
Mary (aside). Ah! sweet soul! thou1 wert gentle, fond, and faithful!
BothweU (catching the last warty. Capital for the fkrthfuT and moreover it is the cleverest and rarest religion ha the world
1 Thinking of Rizzio.